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NOTICE. 

No portion of this paper will be sold for use in cam- 
paign documents or for other political purposes. Noex- 
ception will be made to this rule. PUCK’S print and 
pictures are for the people; not for politicians. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








We go forth not merely to gain partisan advantage, 
but pledged to give to those who trust us the utmost bene- 
fits of @ pure and hunest administration of national 
affairs. —GROVER CLEVELAND, 





A little leaven leaveneth the whole 

lump. How quickly, how thoroughly, the 
influence of one strong, able and honest man 
dominates meaner forces in a political party! 
By a simple law of natural attraction, he draws 
to him all that is useful and good in the organi- 
zation; he repels the evil elements and reduces 
them to harmlessness. Mr. Cleveland’s canvass 
is six weeks old—let us see by whom and how 
—and why—he issupported. He has the hearty 
support, we find, of all the men of acknowledged 
probity and honor in his own party, and the 
saving salt of the party so long opposed to his 
has given its savor for him. “Dudes and 
Pharisees’’ they are called -- or rather they were 
called; these characterizations seem to have 
fallen into disfavor of late—but we know the 
men who have, as Independent Republicans, 
given their support to Governor Cleveland to 
be the cleanest, wisest and ablest of Repub- 
licans; we know that they best. represent the 
spirit in which that party was cohceived; the 
principles for which it has fought its greatest 
battles and won its proudest victories. 

‘* ™ * 

And how do these Republicans and Demo- 
crats support their candidate? By impudent 
bluster and self-assertion? By the reckless use 
of claptrap catch-words? By infamously cruel 
and indecent attacks on the personal character 
of his opponent? No. If you want to hear 
the hollow boast and the heedless howl of dem- 
agoguery, you must go where the tinkling brass 
of Mr. Blaine and the sounding cymbals of Mr. 
Butler call to battle. If you want to revel in 
base, uncleanly slanders, look at the wanton 
sheet which the Republican managers have 
spread about the country; and which the pa- 
pers under the yoke of Blaine have copied with 
shameless eagerness, The offense of this noxious 
publication met with indiscreet retaliation a 
little while ago; and every respectable journal 
on Mr. Cleveland’s side lifted its voice in dep- 
recation of the unwise response. ‘he men 
who follow Cleveland have no wish, have no 
need, to make such a fight as Mr. Blaine’s fol- 
lowers are making. ‘The lines of their cam- 
paign are simple, clear and straight. They ask 
the thinking people of this country to vote for 


an honest and trustworthy man, rather than for 
the shiftiest and most untrustworthy of politi- 
cians. But Mr. Blaine’s one chance is to give 
the thinking people of this country no time to 


think. 


* 
* * 





And why is Governor Cleveland supported, 
as a Presidential candidate, by such men, in so 
deliberate, earnest and serious a fashion? He 
is the nominee of a party that lost the con- 
fidence of the nation more than a quarter of a 
century ago. ‘To-day, when time has made 
their principles practically harmonious; when 
no great issue divides the two parties, the Dem- 
ocrats still carry with them the odium of their 


ante-bellum reputation. But the reason why | 


the truest and clearest-headed Republicans are 
now willing to place a Democrat in power is 
not far to seek. ‘hey know that it is a choice 
between this Democrat and a man who, wear- 
ing the colors of a Republican, represents no 
political principle higher than the principle of 
corruption. They know that Mr, Cleveland’s 
Democracy does not mean disloyalty, or sym- 
pathy with slavery and States-rights, They 
know that he is no more responsible, as a Dem- 
ocrat, for the misdeeds of his party a generation 
ago than Mr. Blaine is responsible, as a New 
Englander (from Pennsylvania), for the killing 
of witches at Salem or the whipping of Quak- 
ers in Boston, back in colonial days. And they 
know, moreover, that he has given every pledge 
and proof that the ties of party hold him to 
nothing that his clear conscience tells him is 
wrong; that in love of his country and desire 
to see her purely and well governed he is at one 
with them—and they rise above the petty pre- 
judice that clings to a name alone, and they 
stand ready to vote for an honest Democrat 
against a sham Republican. 
* * 

“ Now, my friends, you behold the great and 
original lightning-change artist. You know me, 
don’t you? Iam Jim Blaine, ex-Speaker, ex- 
Senator, ex-editor, Look at me, and don’t you 
make any mistake. You see me—now you 
don’t see me. Who am I? Why, can’t you 
tell? Where are your eyes? Just gaze steadily 
without winking, and note my martial bearing. 
I am a soldier of the Grand Army of the Re- 
public, who fought during the war—that is to 
say, my substitute did. Here you are again! 
Keep your eyes on me, or I may be something 
else before you know it. Hey! presto change! 
Ah, that was well done, wasn’t it? You’ve no 
difficulty in finding out that I am an Irishman. 
Can’t youtell it by my brogue? Shure an’ Oi’m 
Paddy from Cork, with an iligant kig of dyna- 
moite to blow up all the murtherin’ Sassenach 
tyrants, bad luck to ’em! 

* 


“ Meine Freunde, you are puzzled this time; 
but you won’t remain long so. Zwei lager!— 
was ist des deutschen Vaterland, ha! ha! Ger- 
many and the German vote for ever! I am 
anything you like at a moment’s notice; each 
man gives me just one little vote and you take 
your choice. Don’t be backward in coming 
forward. Now, what ’s it to be— English, Irish 
or Scotch, Greenbacker, Prohibitionist or Mo- 
nopolist? 1 can suit you all according to your 
tastes. If you don’t believe me, see me do it. 

_Ah! you, Mr. Socialist—you’ve got my sym- 
| pathy. And, John Chinaman, don’t think that 
I am blind to your interests. You're a badly 
used man, and it is Jim Blaine who is going to 
take care of you—I mean the half-dozen Chi- 
nese who happen to have votes. Speak out, 
don’t be bashful; patronize the great protean 
artist, and have all the fun in the world for just 
one little vote apiece. What’s it to be? Now 
you see me; now, you see, I’m somebody else, 
just to win your confidence and show my love 
for you all. Hey! presto change!” 











We had a few observations to make, concern- 
ing Mr. Benjamin F. Butler, to the expression 
of which we had devoted some time and trou- 
ble. But we find that our Esteemed Contem- 
porary, the New York Su, has anticipated us, 
and we are quite willing to admit the superi- 
ority of Mr. Dana’s terse and vigorous charac- 
terization. Therefore we shall use it in place 
_of our own article. It is from the Suz of June 

26th, 1873. Our friends are requested to read 
| * America” for “ Massachusetts” in the next to 

the last line—Homer sometimes nods, and Mr. 

Dana seems to have made a slip of the pen just 
| there. 

* 
* * 

“ The lifé and career of Benjamin Butler fitly 
_ illustrate Danton’s maxim: ‘Audacity, more 
| audacity—always audacity.’ Whatever of fac- 
| titious consequence he has, or of questionable 
| success he may have attained, can be traced to 
' that one governing rule of his conduct. With- 
out it he would be lost in the crowd of trading 
_demagogues and knaves to which he worthily 
‘belongs. With it he has become a power in the 
| party which, while affecting to despise his vul- 
gar practices, yet abjectly accepts his leader- 
_ ship and humbly bows before his power. Hated 

by some, contemned by many, and distrusted 
_ by ail, this bad man, with his crooked ways, 
' foul methods, distorted mind and wicked heart, 
| glories in these moral deformities, flaunts them 
| constantly before the public eye, and traffics in 
| them as political merchandise. 


* 
* oa 


“The notoriety which decency shrinks from 
as a degradation he seeks at any sacrifice. He 
treats the reproach which follows such exhibi- 
tions as so much capital added to the stock of 
ill-fame that had already made his name odi- 
ously conspicuous in and out of Congress. Re- 
joicing in his own shame, and coining money 
from open venality, discarding any pretense of 
| principle, bound by no ties of honor, scoffing 
at religion, making politics a trade, despotic 
when clothed with authority, cowardly by na- 
ture, mercenary from habit, and destitute of one 
ennobling quality for manly attributes to lift 
him up above these wretched characteristics, he 
is to-day the leading candidate for the highest 
honor in enlightened and moral Massachusetts. 
‘To this complexion have we come at last.” 


* * 
There! We don’t think we could have done 
that job better, ourself, if we had tried. 





THE ELECTORAL VOTE. 
A PROPHECY. 

Evcrybody is asking how the States will go. Why is 
everybody asking this question? Because there is no 
subject that is occupying greater public attention. It is 
as necessary to contemporary history as a house-keeper 
anda drawing-master are to a novel by Wilkie Collins. 
Let us look at things as they now stand. We know there 
is a Solid South; but there is none the less a Solid North, 
West and East. There are no doubtful States, according 
to our calculation; the absolute result in each can be as- 
sured. What will the great Empire State of New York 
do with her thirty-six votes? She will cast them for the 
people’s own favorite scn, PucK ON WHEELS for the 
Summer of 1884. How about Ohio, Illinois and Mas- 


| sachusetts? They, too, will fall into line with New York, 


They can not help themselves; because PUCK ON WHEELS 
has over one hundred and twenty-five illustrations, and is 
just overflowing with original matter, having no reprints 
whatever. Doubts thrown on these assertions may soon 
be dispelled by consulting PucK ON WHEELS himself, 
which can be done for the humiliatingly small charge of 
twenty-five cents, PuCK ON WHEELS will be accepted 
and voted for on such conditions by not fewer than ten 
millions of citizens; because he is the people’s choice. 
He isprobably the only pure thing in this world that can 
be purchased for money. 
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AT NEWPORT. 








Belinda Smith met Nelly Brown, 
One lovely Summer day, 

Upon the rocks at Mt. Desert, 
And unto her did say: 


«I ’m happy as the little bird 
That carols in the tree, 

I ’m happy as the butterfly 
That flutters through the lea.” 


«¢ What makes you feel so happy, dear?” 
Said pretty Nelly Brown: 

«Is it your lovely Gainsborough, 
Or Mother Hubbard gown?” 


«¢ Oh, no,” Belinda then replied, 
In tender dulcet tones: 

«¢ But since last night I ’ve been engaged, 
You know, to Harry Jones.” 


«¢ What, Harry Jones?” cried Nelly Brown, 
As mad as she could be: 

*¢ Why, since last Thursday at the hop 
He ’s been engaged to me.” 








REMARKS BY ME. 


There is one great glory that has been vouch- 
safed to my life. I have lived in the era that 
has produced the greatest ass in the world. I 
did not know him; I do not even know his 
name; but I shall never forget the thrill of joy 
that went through me when I read his letter in 
the newspaper, and realized that the ass of all 
the world, the ass of the rolling centuries, had 
arrived; and that never again, till the leaves of 
the Judgement Book unfold, would such another 
ass appear. Asses there had been, asses there 
were then, and asses there would be until the 
end of time; but this ass, I saw at once, stood 
alone in his unapproachable assness, the ass of 
all asses. He was an ass who wrote to the pa- 
pers to say that he had discovered that Dick- 
ens constructed the name Micawber on a curi- 
ous and complicated system, and that when 
translated it read ‘‘ My father.’ 

# 


* * 

I think you will agree with me that that was 
the champion ass. I suppose it felt good over 
its discovery, I know I felt good over the dis- 
covery of i. I recognized its eminence; I 
said: All other asses shall hereafter seem stale, 
flat and unprofitable, for this ass is meet for the 
merriment of the world and the ages. 


That was ten or fifteen years ago, and since 
then how many newspaper-pestering idiots have 
tried to beat the record of that ass! I will ad- 
mit that the man-who-writes-to-the-newspapers 
Is an ass naturally, and by divine right of birth 
and election. Yet ’twere folly for any ordinary 
ass to try to equal that ass in making an ass of 
himself. Even the one known specimen of a 


Hebetudinous Crank could not do it. But they 
are trying all along. My desk is littered with 
| samples of their efforts. The Blaine campaign 


a EE 














has brought them out as corruption brings forth 


flies. 


* 
* * 


Now, here’s a pretty good one, for instance. 
Here is a man by the name of Doolan, who 
writes me from Bennington, Vermont. 
gins: 

“Sir: I am a frequent reader of your laugh- 
ter-provoking sheet. Your cowardly attacks on 
Mr. Blaine have roused my hottest indigna- 
tion—-” 

Whoa, Doolan! This is not fair. Come, 
man, why did you wait all this time? Why 
didn’t you warn us before we began? We had 
no idea that the few cartoons and comments 
that Mr. Blaine’s candidacy have suggested to us 
would provoke any such terrible consequences. 
Why didn’t you drop Puck a private note 
beforehand and tell us of the fate which we 
might have avoided? O Doolan, Doolan, this 
is hardly the square thing. 

* 


* oP ss , . 
You see, Doolan’s hottest indignation is a 
pretty savage article. He goes on to say: 
“It is most cowardly to attack Blaine in the 


rear. A true man always meets his foe face 
to face.’ Now there I am with Doolan, heart 
and soul. If there ever was a copper-fastened, 


teak-bottomed truism, that is one, that last re- 
mark, But do you mean to imply, O Doolan, 


that Z have attacked Mr. Blaine in the rear? | 


Not I. It must have been some one else. All 


that I have said of Mr. Blaine is that he is a | 


tricky and dishonorable politician, and that in- 
formation Mr. Blaine may take in his face or 
between his shoulders, or in any way he may 
wish, 
* 
* * 

But Doolan is only playing with me, so far. 

He now gets down to solid work, and shows 


what he can do toward breaking the record of | 


the man with the Dickens discovery. But he 
doesn’t quite do it. No, Doolan, you dow: 
quite do it. You come pretty near to it, I must 
admit; but then yours is not pure and unadult- 
erated assness; it is alloyed with gall and men- 
dacity. If I thought you were telling the truth, 
I might give you the championship; but I don’t 
believe you, Doolan, I don’t believe you when 
you say: 

“T have carefully perused Blaine’s Mulligan 
letters, and can see nothing in them which an 
honorable, honest gentleman would not write. 
Will you please point out the objectionable 
parts ?”” 

No, Doolan, I won’t. If I thought that 
you were telling the truth; if I thought that 
you had read those infamous letters, and could 
still look upon the public servant who therein 
betrayed his conscienceless bartering of his 
official position as an “ honorable, honest gentle- 
man,” I should point out the shameful’meanness 
of every line to you, just to show you how great 
a distinction you had achieved as the champion 
ass of the Universe. But I don’t believe Nature 
is capable of creating a mind such as you claim, 
You can not make me believe that you are such 
a beautiful, symmetrical, unparalleled, hebetu- 
dinous ass as all that, Doolan. 


- 

Doolan’s letter ends with: “Dare you print 
this? You dare not.” About six of these 
“dare”’ letters come to this office every week. 
They are all pretty much alike. They begin 
by saying that Puck has been bought with 
British gold; they run on for four pages in 
rabid and indelicate denunciation of everybody 
connected with the paper, and then they in- 
quire if we “dare’’ to print them. I think I 
can answer for Puck. We daren’t. If we 
printed those letters, we should shock the soul 
of Mr. Anthony Comstock, and the insulted 


He be- | 


Puckerings. 


| 





The Fan. 

The young woman with the fan, the fan flirting; she also 
more or less flirting. 

The extraordinary way she has of working the simple 
instrument, with it the wind not only raising, Cain 
raising, the word that the Editor invariably guts 
raising. 

The way she can sit at one end of a hotel piazza, with a 
ten-cent fan a little flip giving, a young fellow right 
over two hundred feet of piazza suddenly bringing. 

Institution universal, in all countries great; in my coun- 
try also great; to pearl handles, to feathers and 
painted silk and high-ton’d flapdoodle apt to run, 

I hail you, O Fan, I recognize the superiority of your 
cussedness. 

I am not impertinent to you. I treat you with respect. 
I have had to buy you, and I know what you cost. 

I rejoice to see your power over the human man, over the 
slim and the dude likewise. 

They follow you, they obey you, in the hands of a pretty 
girl flirted; they flit about at your beck and call, 
They rejoice in their slavery; caramels, chocolate-creams 

buying to be eaten behind you. 

I sit and smile at their feebleness; they are your slaves 
and I smile upon them. 

I hitch up my suspenders in my own superiority; I inflate 
my chest, I— 

There is Clarinda flicking a little, dude, three-for-ten- 
cents Japanese fan at me over there at the other end 
of the piazza, a little, dude, three-for-ten-cents Jap- 
anese fan flicking. 

Excuse me just for two minutes, 

Yawp. 


W. Wuirt. 





THE Pope is said to be horrified at the results 
of the divorce law recently put in force in 
France. If Leo wants more horror, we would 
strongly advise him to take up his residence in 
Chicago. 





‘‘ WE wILL vote for Butler every time,”’ called 
out a dozen men, according to the Sun’s re- 
port, at a Workingmen’s League meeting in this 
| city, last week, ‘This probably represents But- 
ler’s total vote in this city, as many times indi- 
vidually repeated as careful inspectors of elec- 
tion will permit. 





Dr. McCosu says that abused affections en- 
gender the keenest of all misery. ‘This may be 
true; but as the keenest of misery, in our es- 
timation, is to have our hose work down under 
| our heels and up into the toes of our boots on 
' a hot day, we can’t exactly see the beauty and 


| point of our old college-chum’s philosophy. 





ACCEPT OUR thanks, Most Serene Highness 
, Grand Duke of Saxe-Weimar, for pensioning 
| the pianist Liszt with fifteen hundred dollars a 
| year. Come over, dear boy, and do some good 
| missionary work here. We want a man like 
| you. There are just about fifty thousand young 
| women pianists in New York who should be 


ghost of Noah Webster would haunt us to our | pensioned on condition that they never touch 


dying day. ME. 


the instrument again, 
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LOST—A MILLION! 





Twas half-past Tuesday, and the clock around 
the corner pointed to the melancholy fact. 
The door to the dungeon cell where we store 
our deep jokes was ajar, whilst our festive 
Comic-Cutter was within, seeking inspiration 
from back-numbers of the London Punch—he 
is illustrating a crack Murray Hill funeral—and 
the Editor-in-Chief, having made the discovery 
that he still possessed two feet of space, with 
naught but two inches of French verse to fill 
it with, shears in hand, was making havoc with 
what our college graduate—whom we keep 
solely on account of the idiocy of his remarks 
—once called “ F/y Gander Blottr.” 





The Assyrian Pup and Goat were discussing 
with animation the remains of a gentleman who 
had presumed to call to collect his rent. 

‘The Goat collected the rents after the inter- 
view, while the Pup took special delight in 
gnawing the gentleman’s adamantine cheek, the 
sole fleshly remnant of him who ventured too | 
close to our patent Collector Disseminator. 
This latter apparatus is a little thing of our own, 
just patented but never published, consisting of 
three iron masticators, four all-bone bull-horns, 
for goring purposes, three wooden spankers, 
and a dude shoe constructed of steel. We war- 
rant it to distribute any gentleman, no matter 
how constituted as to Gall-ic ways, to the four 
quarters of the globe in less time than any 
seven dynamite bombs out of Ireland. 

It is the only machine in existence which can 
get in the kind of work required for a full un- 
derstanding of the wit of our esteemed London 
contemporary. 

But this is all digression! 

At the hour aforementioned the stillness of 
the sanctum was broken by the thump, thump, 
thump of a delicate foot on the stair without, 
while a tremendous wail came whistling through 
the tube from the regions below: 

“Look out for the draft. It’s got a spot 
on it.” 





And as we turned pale and around the spot 
entered, borne upon the zephyrs which blew 
from the street below. 

It was recognized at once as the valedictorian , 
of the class of ’84, Yowl College. 

We recognized it by the tight-fitting all wool | 
covering of its upper lip, and the crushed- | 
strawberry look of its trousers. 

To say that we quailed hardly describes our 
actions during the next five minutes, When we | 
were finally coaxed out of our lair it approached ; 
but ere the silvern speech could flow from its 
mouth our courage became sufficiently great for 
the Editor to remark: 

“Your name is J. Adolphus Smithers. You 
hail from Yowl College. We never heard your 
farewell oration on the ‘ Whencity of the Gone,’ 
delivered at Yowl in the season of ’84, and 
which the Professor of Latin and a distinguished 
scientist from Kalamazoo considered the finest 
thing of the kind he ever heard. You would 
like to have us—” 

“No, sir; my name is not—” 

“Never mind what your name is not, young 
man. Your name is not legion. Shakspere 
says: ‘What’s in a name?’ As far as we are 
concerned, the answer to that question in rela- 
tion to you shall ever be unanswered, for, spite 
of the alphabetical list tacked on to the end of | 
your name, we do not feel interested to that 
degree that your card could alone fill an ach- 
ing void. You would like to come here as Ed- 
itor-in-Chief, and work up, on a salary of seven- 
teen thousand dollars per annum, to the position 
of owner, with your funeral expenses paid. 
Pardon us, young man, but we’ve met your 
kind. before.” 

Thus did the Editor-in-Chief beguile the 
youth until the- clock and the Artist Editor 








struck, ‘The Artist Editor has an insanely 


freakish way of striking when the Editor-in- | 
Chief gets talking. 
““No,”’ meekly responded the new-comer, his 


spotted vest and freckled necktie heaving with 
emotion: “no, my name is not J. Adolphus 
Smithers, but John A. Withers.” 

“What! A college graduate with a plain 
John A. Withers of a name!”’ yelled the Artist 
Editor, getting behind a model of Pydia Link- 
ham: “ Look out for it, boys! It’s unique. One 
of akind! Beats three pair. It’s mad!” 

‘The staff nervously removed itself behind a 
typographical error from the last number. 

“ Bring out the Maniaccrusher quick! Keep 
your eye on it, William ”—this to the Goat—“* it 
takes a powerful eye to work this kind of crit- 
ter. Sling the Assyrian his ‘Tramp-Teeth! Oil 
the Philadelphia Humorist-Kicker! And for 
Heaven’s sake plug up the key-hole, or it will 
get away!”’ shrieked the Comic-Cutter in loud, 
commanding tones, 

‘Then ruthlessly and in cold blood did we 
slay that little creature before us, With our 
magnificent apparatus did we lacerate it, and 
when it was quite eliminated and the last gory 
stain had evaporated from the sanctum, did we 
search its pockets, finding therein the following 
confession in manuscript form: 

“My name is John A. Withers. I graduated 
at the head of my class at Yowl College, deliv- 
ering a remarkably poor oration, of which I am 
heartily ashamed. I have just written a tale, 
which I would like to think is worthy of publi- 
cation; but my merits are of so mean an order 
that I fear me it is of no use. Would that I 
could obtain a place where I would willingly 
work for nothing—nay, would even pay for the 
privilege. I should be content to begin at the 
lowest round, and try, if possible, by my own 
efforts to raise myself. But alas, I fear I can 
not do so. Iam a college graduate.” 

Thus it ended. ‘The silence that reigned in 
the office after the reading of the posthumous 
paper was sublime. 

Finally the Chief broke the silence: 

“ Boys,” said he: “it’s a cold and weary 
day. We should have kept it and exhibited it. 
A college man who would take anything less 
than the earth! A college man who can write 
ten lines of prose without a word of slang! A 
college man who does not part his name in the 
middle, and is willing to pay for the privilege 
of working, instead of asking for the Sub- 
Treasury as his annual salary! Alas, we have 
ruthlessly thrown away a fortune! I move the 
office close for one week while we mourn.” 

The motion was carried. 

“ Meanwhile, Billy, take this ear and that 
polka-dot vest to the morgue,” said the Artist. 
Then the board 
performed its last sad | 
rites; folded its ulster 
tickets gracefully 
away with the British 
bank-notes in its wal- 
lets, and mournfully 
wended its weary way 

home. 
Joun KENDRICK. 








RoBEeRT BONNER 
has bought Maud S. 
British sporting - men 
think that she will now 
run for the Leger. 
(English joke.) 





THE PARTY ORGANS 
state that Blaine will 
take the stump. This 
proves that the stump 
must be valuable. 





A Hasty LIneE— 
The ‘Trout - Fisher’s. 





STEADY WATCH. 








JIM BLAINE. 


Those Mulligan letters, Jim Blaine, Jim Blaine, 
Those Mulligan letters, Jim Blaine, 

‘Those transactions in stock 

Have given a shock 
To the people whom Lincoln called plain, Jim Blaine, 
To the people whom Lincoln called plain, 


Your Knownothing record, Jim Blaine, Jim Blaine, 
Your Knowaothing record, Jim Blaine, 

Will drive from your: cause 

All who honor the laws; 
And of good people’s creeds don’t complain, Jim Blaine, 
And of good people’s creeds don’t complain. 


You showed the White Plume, Jim Blaine, Jim Blaine, 
You showed the White Plume, Jim Blaine, 

When you fell on your knees, 

Fisher’s clerk to appease; 
You ’re a White-Feathered Knight, it is plain, Jim Blaine, 
You ’re a White-Feathered Knight, it is plain. 


When Cleveland goes in, Jim Blaine, Jim Blaine, 
When Cleveland goes in, Jim Blaine, 
We ’Ill ** beat the tattoo,”’ 
And the brave and the true 
Will join in the glorious refrain, Jim Blaine, 
Will join in the glorious refrain. C.D, F. 








AN INDORSEMENT. 





Britt Nye’s WINTER-REsoRT, P. O. Box 406 : 
Hupson, Wis., August 8th, 1884. 


To the Publishers of Puck ON WHEELS—Gentlemen: 

I have just seen PucK ON WHEELS, and desire to in- 
dorse the same at sight. For a long time I had beena 
confirmed invalid, hypochondriac and horse kleptoma- 
niac. I had tried everything, but could get no relief, I 
had no appetite whatever, except day-times, and I be- 
came very much emaciated. At times my friends were 
afraid that I would lose my mind, and that some of them 
would find it. 

I was also very irritable. So. much so, in fact, that a 
large portion of my princely income went to pay my fines 
in the police-court. Only two weeks ago I had to pay 
for a breach of the peace twice in one day. A pair of 
breaches, as it were. 

Finally a friend armed himself with a double-barrel 
shot-gun and your valuable work, and came to me. In 
two hours I was resting comfortably, and was able to sit 
up to the table. I now eat an adult’s dose at each meal 
—besides my own. I am once more cheerful and strong. 
Am able to do my own house-work without assistance, 
singing like a meadow-lark all the time. I slide down 
the banisters, romp with the children, and gambol with 
any one who will gambol with me and give me a square 
deal. 

I owe all this to your cheerful little volume, which, 
coming in the midst of a heated and mud-spattered cam- 
paign, falls like the gentle due on the parched and thirsty 
overdraft. 

Yours for Health, as Lydia Pinkham used to say. 


BILL NYE. 








**You naden’t be afeared to lave me here, mum, whin you go to the coun- 
thry, fur me an’ the cook has a policeman fur a beau who will pertect us.” 
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EVERY MAN HIS OWN 


BOYTON. 


DIRECTIONS TO PERSONS WISHING TO LEARN TO SWIM. 
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First examine the sea and decide that 
there is too much of it. 


Select a modest brook, and sit down 
and study its movements. 


As you get bolder you might venture 
to hold one foot over the water. 
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After which you may plunge in both 


hands at once. a limb. 


Then proceed to hang your clothes on 


And watch them, so that they won't 
be stolen, for a few hours. 





And when it gets too dark to swim 
—Go Home. 








ABOUT DEBT. 


Moralists never lose an opportunity of preach- 
ing on the sinfulness of debt. They have a 
proverb on the subject, “ Out of debt, out of 
danger,’ which for many hundreds of years 
has passed current as being sound. But, like 
many other wise saws, it does not apply to the 


existing state of things, being now absolutely | 


unsound and untrustworthy. Out of debt is 
no guarantee that one is out of danger. In fact, 
there are elements of danger in such a condi- 


tion. Debt, in many respects, is an exceed- | 


ingly desirable thing, to say nothing of its con- 
venience. 

The man who pays as he goes, and never 
owes anybody anything, is a particularly unin- 
teresting individual. People take no interest 
in him, Why should they care? He has wound 
up his affairs, and is ready, at a moment’s no- 


tice, for the next world. When he goes to bed ! 


at night, Society will not trouble itself in the 
least whether he wakes up or not. 
be anxious about him should he not appear 
next day at his customary haunts, because he 
owes nobody anything. 

Now, how very different is the feeling toward 
the man who is in debt! ‘The solicitude of his 
friends and creditors for him knows no bounds. 


They are always thinking about him, and won- | 
dering if he is ever going to pay. His move- | 


ments are a matter of intense interest. Should 
he go out of town suddenly for a week, anxious 
inquiries will be made as to his whereabouts, 
and there will be a chorus of sighs of relief 
when he returns. 

The non-debtor would be incapable of hav- 
ing such an experience. He has, by his prompt 
method of settling, forfeited all right to sym- 
pathy. He is a cold, uninteresting, self-con- 
tained, absolutely selfish individual, and the 
world has little or no use for him. 


The mass who owes money everywhere is a 


very different kind of person, He is light, gay 
and debonair, He is full of conversation on 





No one will | 


| all kinds of delightful topics. He is full of 
| good humor, and -has a smile for everybody. 
| It is entirely his own fault if anybody gives him 
| the cold shoulder. No one would do this sim- 

ply because he owes that person money, but 
| for some social reason entirely unconnected 
with finance. He may have omitted to ask his 
creditor to take a drink, or may have appeared 


| doing so. é' 

The man who is overloaded with debts ought, 
therefore, to be the happiest creature in exist- 
ence. Everybody is concerned about him; he 
inspires kindly feeling; he is popular; he en- 
joys the respect and admiration of his fellows. 
Of course, if he has a wife and family there 
may be some little drawbacks, and it may not 
be so easy to propitiate his creditors; but still, 
on the whole, there is much more fun to be 
had by being in debt than by being out of it. 











WOFUL WAILING FROM A WOULD-BE 
WARBLER. 





Oh, the weariness of waiting for the «¢ Thanks!” all unex- 
pressed! 

Oh, the lack of fellow-feeling in the editorial breast! 

Oh, the hearkening for the echos so singularly dumb! 

Oh, the sad, expectant watching for the stamps that do 
not come! 


The pleasant verses sent to Puck, their merit and their 
worth! 
| Their claim to recognition from our Oracle of Mirth! 


| Their modest self -assertion, their rhythm and their | 


rhyme! 
Their cesura and scanning, their perfect pace and time! 


Oh, the thought that they are lying in the basket on the 





floor! 
Oh, the thought that Pup Assyrian has chawed them o’er 
and o’er! 
Oh, the thought that all my effort has been idle, useless, 
vain !— 
Why, damn it, Mr. Editor, I ’ll never write again! 
i 4 
Oh, yes you will. Do! Ep. Puck. 


| 
! 





FREE LUNCH. 


SPELLBOUND—The Dictionary, 





WELL Backep Up—The Dromedary. 


WuEN O’Donovan Rossa goes crabbing, 


to cut him without the slightest intention of his patriotism prompts him to use a shred of 


| the hated British flag for bait. 


| Anxious INquiRER.—When you say that you 
| have found the milk in the cocoanut, it is merely 

another way of stating that you have got the 
| facts in a nut shell, 

Ir may be true that Mr. Hendricks plays the 
accordeon, but we are all sure he will gladly 
give up the fiendish practice if Mr. Logan will 
covenant to cut his hair, trim that moustache, 
and generally try to look less like an Indian 
herb-doctor. ‘In this connection,’ as Mr. Dana 
would say, the Republican candidate for Vice- 
President has the ideal face for a “ before and 
after using’ patent medicine advertisement. 


Hints To FARMERS.—Don’t have any spare 
rooms during the Summer. Don’t know any 
of your city relatives at the time of the year 
when it is customary to send down a barrel 
| filled with apples, pork, butter, and all sorts of 
stuff. When in the city, pay no attention to 
the bediamonded gentleman who asks you in 
the street if you are Mr. Folsom, of Mechanics’ 
Falls. If you go off anywhere on a railroad 
journey, don’t tell every one on the train that 
you were never on the cars before. Don’t blow 
out the gas when you go to a hotel. When you 
see a pocket-book about fifty years of age lying 
on the sidewalk, don’t try to pick it up. When 
you step into a hotel elevator, don’t begin to 
undress under the impression that you are in 
your room. Don’t imagine the hotel is on fire 
when the gong is sounded. Never drink out of 
the finger-bowls, 
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PUCK. 





FACTS FOR FARMERS. 





Tue Rural New Yorker asks this grave ques- 
tion: “ How shall we educate our children agri- 
culturally ?””? Why, the only way to do is to 
throw aside all fancy theories and do it with a 
club. If your boy, whom you desire to develop 
into an agriculturist, sleeps later than four in the 
morning, go to him and yank him rudely out 
of bed, and hammer him into his clothes, and 
drive him down-stairs to milk twenty cows, and 
feed the stock, and fetch in a lot of wood, and 
clean up the harness, and wipe the surface of 
the army-mule with a handful of straw. Then 
give him a breakfast of corn-bread and weak 
coffee, and work him all day long behind the 
plow or in the corn-field, and hurry him off to 
bed at eight in the evening, that he may secure 
all the sleep he requires before four o’clock in 
the morning. After the boy has been worked 
in this way for six or eight years, he will under- 
stand the mysteries of agriculture well enough 
to make a living on a farm. Or else he will be 
so disgusted with farm life that he will make a 
desperate struggle to distinguish himself in 
something else. 


A PRISON Is not usually the place to look for 
a wife, yet Daniel F. Shugrue, a Connecticut 
farmer, has visited Raymond Street Jail, in 
Brooklyn, for that purpose, and is likely to find 
a mate in the shape of a nice young lady burg- 
lar, who exhibited great talent for the profes- 
sion before her sixteenth year. Mr. Shugrue 
will probably be happier than if he had sought 
a wife on a Summer-hotel piazza or in the av- 
erage New York boarding-house. ‘The only 
trouble might be that in a fit of abstraction 
Mrs. Shugrue might break into her husband’s 
house through the window or the roof, instead 
of entering by the door in proper and wifely 
fashion. 





A FARMER OUT in New Jersey has struck upon 
a novel scheme for capturing chickens, When- 
ever he wants to catch a number to take to 





market alive, he stretches a lawn-tennis net on 
the ground with the hens all on one side. Then 
on the other side he throws a lot of corn and 
calls upon the chickens, who, of course, respond 
by flocking up toward the net as fast as pos- 
sible. Now, dearly beloved, those hens can 
not get the corn without thrusting their heads 
through the netting. And when they have got 
their heads through once, they can not get them 
back again, And while they stand tugging 
away and marveling very much why it should 
be thusly, the farmer steals up and conveys 
them quickly from the net to a bag. It is much 
better to catch them this way than to get some 
one to take hold of the other side of the net, 
preparatory to drawing it over the farm like a 
seine, 2 





WE ARE not an agricultural paper, Clarinda, 
and we do not know anything worth boasting 
of concerning bucolics, When you want to 
know what “short-horns” are you should ask 
our esteemed brother-in-law Zhe Rural New- 
Yorker. Short horns, so far as we know, are 
pony drinks, in contra-distinction to lemonades, 
John Collinses and the like, which are popularly 
known as long drinks. Now, when you want 
to know anything about orchids or mangels, or 
the best way to lift a mortgage off a farm with 
your teeth, don’t bother us, but go to the author- 
ity quoted above, and you will get a correct 
answer. 


THE FOLLOWING advertisement is declined, 
unless accompanied by cash in advance for 
each insertion: 

TO TOURISTS. 
QUEBEC NATIONAL BANK. 
Joun C. Eno, J. P. Dickinson, 
President, Cashier. 
Interest allowed on deposits. 
Remittances solicited. 
Business of Americans visitirig our city attended 
to with thoroughness and dispatch. 
REFERENCES: 
Second National Bank, New York. 
Wall Street Bank, New York. 








THE HONEST FARMER, THE LOAD OF HAY, AND THE 
MONOPOLISTIC TELEGRAPH COMPANY. 


DOS SEs 
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Honest Inpustry UNconscluus oF IMPEND- 
ING DANGER. . 





. \ 


WHEN Honest INpusTRY RUNS AGAINST 
Monopo.y, Ir Gets Lerr Every TIME. 


AN EARTHQUAKE EPISODE. 


CHAPTER I. 

LEFT ON THE EpiTor’s DESK. 
Rills gake® dels 
east 
eyes and but 
she the hand 

Starlighe Hendricks 


dart moon 


> 
ES we 


Hebetudinous 


y, 
Wap, 


diaphragm 
flow’rets 


Love 
Dog. 
CHAPTER IL. 
TELEGRAM. 
ATLANTIC BEACH, 
August 11th, 1884. } 
| To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 
| I was writing the poem about “ Love,”’ which 
I left on your desk, when the earthquake came 
and slightly disarranged it. -I am going in the 
country and haven’t time to straighten it out; 
but as you have lots of leisure during the hot 
weather, I have no doubt you will take much 
pleasure in doing so. 





G. LARRABEE Lum. 


CHAPTER III. 
INDORSED ON THE MESSAGE, 
| To the President, General Office: 
| Party addressed refuses payment on within 
| dispatch. What shall I do? on 


W. U. Tel. Co., General Office. 

Wire back message to sender with full ex- 
planation, and collect double rates on all. 
President, by 

Jay G 


CHAPTER IV. 
By MAIL. 
ATLANTIC BEACH, 
August 12th, "384. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 

An unexpected movement in Western Union 
in which I am interested compels me to shorten 
my stay here from four weeks to two days. 
Kindly return my poem on “ Love,” as I shall 
now have ample time in town to remodel it. 

G. LARRABEE Lum. 
CHAPTER V. 
To G, Larrabee Lum—Dear Sir: 
Verses declined, e’en if by angels wrote, 
When not cremated, embonpoint the goat. 
PucK. 


| 59—Collect $2.70. 





D. 








THE WOLF AND THE WatcH-Doc. 


The Smartest Wolf in America encountered 
a Faithful Watch-Dog at the entrance to a 
Sheep Fold and thus accosted him: 

“ How is it, Sirrah, that you set yourself up 
before the Public in this brazen way? I hear 
that you are a Great Moral Leper. My Friend 
the Jackal assures me on the Word of a Most 
Respectable Cur, who is a near Neighbor of 
yours, that the charge is true. Out upon you, 
sir! It would be far more becoming that you 
sneak off to yonder secluded Forest and hide 
your head in Shame.” 

And as the Wolf uttered these Words in a 
Stern Voice, he could not, for the life of him, 
avoid giving a longing, magnetic look at the 
nice fat Sheep within the Fold. 

But the Faithful Dog courageously held his 
position, notwithstanding that a few silly sheep 
thoughtlessly sided with the Wolf, who was, 
nevertheless, compelled to pass on with but 
little Prospect of Mutton for Dinner. 

Moral—The Wolf would make a truly great 
Magnetic Politician. J. B. BELL. 






































Base Vr comaeyer 


ee ei 

















on 





= 


Ce ba allitseapsibneht a8: 


2 tenia is « 














_’ the newspapers, or watch the growth ourselves. 




















407 


HOW TO BECOME A GREAT MAN. 








We are told that Homer was a beggar, that 
Spencer died in want and Cervantes starved to 
death. These facts are not encouraging to 
young writers whose idea is to obtain, if pos- 
sible, three meals a day. We warn them that 
if they really wish to become great men, and 
have their names handed down to posterity, 
they must keep up with regular literary tradi- 
tions and be prepared to leave this giddy world 
with empty stomachs. ‘The thought is not pleas- 
ant; but there it is—fame and starvation, or 
mediocrity and plenty. 

Can any true lover of letters hesitate for a 
moment between the two conditions? 

Yes, we are sorry to say that many thousands 
of them do. ‘They would sooner live in a large, 
luxuriously-furnished mansion, in receipt of a 
| handsome income, and die in obscurity, than 
| exist on ten cents a day and be buried in West- 
| minster Abbey. ‘This is why, although it is so 
| easy to be great, few like to run the risk—-on 

account of the inconvenience. Even with the 

| prospect of acquiring the reputation of Shak- 
'spere, candidates for fame do not come for- 
ward, 

‘There are some other ways of insuring fame 
which are not as much in vogue as they used 
to be. One of them is to manage to be born 
in a particularly humble kind of a house, 

Robert Bloomfield, the farmer-poet, was that 
kind of a man. 

It must be a house where the hero shal! be 























able to reach up with his hand and clean the 





GROVER CLEVELAND'S LETTER. 





Governor Cleveland’s enemies — or — 


Mr. Blaine’s friends—of course find fault with 
Mr. Cleveland’s concise, plain and statesman- 
like letter of acceptance, and there are even | 
some silly Democrats who say that the docu- | 
ment is not long enough. What, in the name | 
of common-sense, do these people want? Do 
they crave for a history of the world from the 
time of Noah’s Ark to the nomination of Ben 
Butler? Are they suffering for treatises on Po- 
litical Economy, or for reams of statistics, from | 
the discovery of America until the present day ? 

Or perhaps they would like a letter of accept- 

ance which should comprise half-a-dozen thick 

volumes on ethics, two or three poems about | 
the length of Spencer’s “Fairy Queen,” and 
several French plays, to fill up with? That 
might satisfy them; but then they would prob- 
ably complain of the flippancy of the candi- | 
date. 
We know we are a great people, and that we 

have a greater country, which is likely to be: 
much greater, and that we are growing all the 
time; but we do not wish to be told these things 
in a letter of acceptance; we can learn it all in 


Governor Cleveland struck the nail on the head 
in saying that “the office of President is es- 
sentially executive in its nature, The laws en- 
acted by the legislative branch of the Govern- 
ment the Chief Executive is bound faithfully | 
to enforce. And when the wisdom of the po- 
litical party which selects one of its members | 
as a nominee for that office has outlined its 
policy and declared its principles, it seems to 
me that nothing in the character of the office 
or the necessities of the case requires more 
from the candidate accepting such nomination 
than the suggestion of certain well - known 
truths.” Governor Cleveland was nominated | 
because he is an honest man and a man of good 
sense, and has pledged himself to put down cor- 
ruption in the public service, and give us a pure 
administration. He will surely do these things, 
although in his letter of acceptance he has 
strangely omitted any reference to the decline 
and fall of the Roman Empire. 


| ing; but the frame thereof is weak. 


i representing Mr. Blaine fishing for the Presidency. If 


Answers For the Aurions. 
Pyx.—Thanks. 

CLARENCE Brown.—The spirit of your verse is will- 
Let it ripen for a 





gutter out, and hang his hat on the chimney. 

As a boy, he must first show his proclivities 
for science, literature, poetry, or whatever it 
may be, in his work or at his amusements. 

‘The future genius, when playing base-ball, 
may give evidence of his aptitude for astronomy 
by the height to which he may send the ball. 

The artist that is to be may show his taste by 
his early manner of blacking boots. 

The commanding ability of a great electri- 
cian will probably be manifested in the way he 
will act as a telegraph messenger-boy, and the 
great writer may first show his literary style in 
' the making out of milk-bills. 

Taking this view, it will be seen that genius 
may be all around us without our knowing it. 





while, 
CARTUNE.—Nay, nay; we don’t want any sketches 


we ever had any hankering after that sort of thing, it 
was gratified long ago. Even if we never saw another 
one of them, we could manage to worry along on the 
five hundred and twenty-seven thousand that we have 
got filed away in the vaults. 





A Carp, 7° ‘ . ‘ 
| ae | There may be mute, inglorious Miltons among 
| — a Defamer.— eel the ’longshoremen who are now unloading the 
| _ Van See wenOw te your own sims | Oregon, and Tassos and Dantes among peanut- 
| next week, OUTRAGED ARTIST. 
Roasts peers venders, 
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ANOTHER CARD. 


! 

. 7 | 
To the Benedict Arnold of Art.— 

| Come on—I yearn to wallow. 

| INDIGNANT EDITOR. 








Ir 1s just the same in Russia. When a man 
| runs for office, he is called all sorts of hard 
| names. 

















THE REWARD OF INDUSTRY. 


PUBLIC. 
PouiticaL Party [4 Speaker of the House).— 
| “ Well, sir, what have you been doing ?”’ 

SPEAKER OF THE House,—“‘I merely told my 
friend Logan to object to the amendment in 
the Little Rock and Fort Smith affair, and that 
1 would sustain him as Speaker of the House. 

“T merely advised some of my friends to go 


PRIVATE, 

Heap oF Hovuse [/ Head Clerk}.—“ Well, sir, 
what have you been doing ?” 

Heap CLerK.—“I merely told the gentle- 
men that I had got their offer accepted by 
rubbing out a phrase in their letter which would 
have damaged their plan. 

“T merely advised some of my friends to go 


into it. into it. 
“T merely insisted on knowing what I wasto! “I merely insisted on knowing what I was 
have. to have, 


“I merely reminded some people that I had | “I merely reminded some people that I had 
done them a favor without knowing them, | done them a favor without knowing them, 

“T merely told them I would not be a dead- | “I merely told them I would not be a dead- 
head in the matter. ' head in the matter. 

“T merely kept one of the letters I had bor- | “T merely kept one of the letters I had_bor- 
rowed.” rowed.” 

HEAD oF THE Hovuse.—“ We will not men-| PotiticaL Party.—‘‘ We will not mention 
tion the affair again, as the best thing we can | the affair again, as the best thing we can do 
do will be to request you to consider yourself | will be to run you for the Presidency of the 
no longer a member of this house.” United States.” 
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THE NEW DEMOCRATIC EUCALYPTIREE 


e Eucalyptus Tree has recently been introduced into marshy and malarious regions, wets as 





YPTREE PURIFIES A POLITICAL MORASS. 


sgions, ts as a purifier of the atmosphere,driving away the deadly miasmatic vapors.—Enc 
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THE FLYING TRAPEZE. 





Gentlest of all gentle creatures, gentle Cor- 
delia, it was with a heart bubbling over with 
ineffable glee that your query last Winter re- 
garding the whiffletree was answered. At that 
time, you may remember, you were told you 
might ask us any questions on natural history 
that you might see fit, and that it would afford 


us pleasure to give you the desired information. | 


Since then we waited to hear from you in 
vain; but the other day, while cutting the cou- 
pons off our bonds with a razor, to ascertain 
the condition of the razor’s edge, the boy came 
in and handed us your neat little perfumed note, 
asking us to tell you the manners and habits of 
the flying trapeze. 

The flying trapeze, gentle Cordelia, was a 
native of the Falkland Isles, We say was be- 
cause the flying trapeze is now, and has been 
for several centuries, an extinct bird. The lead- 
ing ornithologists seldom allude to this peculiar 
bird; and we dare say you might look through 
the pages of Audubon in vain for a single allu- 
sion to it. 

The flying trapeze was a most singular bird. 
Ii was almost the size of an ostrich; but was 
much lighter and more agile, and could fly with 
the swiftness of the hawk. Many curious and 
almost incredible stories are told of the flying 
trapeze, and its wonderful power of remaining 
in mid-air for days at a time when its island 
home was flooded. 

An early Spanish navigator, Don José Intim- 
idad y Florfina, speaks of the flying trapeze in 
glowing terms in an account of one of his voy- 
ages, now out of print. He says that this bird 
subsists entirely on shell-fish, and is of the opin- 
ion that it belongs to the auk family. ‘The legs, 
which are rather long, are located almost di- 
rectly under the wings, so that when the bird 
stands up it can swing back and forward like 
the walking-beam of a steamboat. Its feet are 
as large as palm-leaf fans, and are webbed, so 
that when it tires of flying it may stand on 
the water on its feet, and by spreading its 
wings be borne before the wind. 

Don José Intimidad y Florfina also speaks at 
some length of the diving powers of the flying 
trapeze by saying that they eclipse those of 
both the king and jackass penguins. ‘The fly- 
ing trapeze can stay under water like a nearl- 
diver. It has frequently been known to go 


beneath the current near shore, where there | 


were oyster-beds, and remain until it could eat 
no more. Its bill is sharp, and a natural oyster 
or clam-knife, so that when it goes in quest of 
oysters it .may open them by running its bill 
between the shells, and swallow them by in- 
halation. 

A humorist, who once made one of Don José 
Intimidad y Florfina’s crew, put down his im- 
pressions of the bird, and submitted them to 
his superior for consideration. ‘The latter being 
amused by them, and thinking they might 
amuse his royal patron on their return, allowed 
them to appear in his work, which was other- 
wise serious in tone and of scientific value. 

The humorist wrote an article, and spoke of 
the uses*that such a bird as the flying trapeze 
might be put to. His introduction spoke of 
the bird’s bill, and his power to use it. Then 
he told his story of a man who domesticated a 
flying trapeze, and had it open his sardines and 
cans of fruit, and draw corks from bottles, and 
reach under sofas to bring out his slippers, and 
grab flies off the wall, and carry dishes out to 
the kitchen, and fly to the village with a basket 
for groceries, and go down the well to fasten 
the bucket to the chain, and pull nails out. He 
also spoke of the bird sitting over the table in 
warm weather to fan the diners by flapping 
its wings, and mentioned many absurd things 
that the bird did with its webbed feet, such, for 
instance, as stirring the soup. 








This story, while it should never have been 
allowed to enter into the context of a serious 
work, shows, however, in no small degree what 
a wonderful bird the flying trapeze was. Its 
plumage, as near as can be learned, was a gray- 
ish black-and-white. Its bill was very much 
like a rat-tail file in shape, and in color was a 
pale pink. Its eyes were mud-color, and about 
the size of pennies. It built its nest among the 
rocks, and its eggs, according to the voyager 
quoted, were palatable in almost any form. 

This is all we know about the flying trapeze, 
one of ‘the most singular birds of the twelfth 
century, as well as one perhaps the least known, 
even to ornithologists, 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 








IN THE Lonc Run—The Six-Day Pedes- 
trian, 





RuskIN says: “No human capacity ever yet 
saw the whole of a thing.” If Ruskin ever saw 
a man clinging manfully to a lamp-post, at four 
o’clock in the morning, while he hammered at 
his unbuttoned collar under the impression that 
it was a bat or some kind of a bird circling 
around his head, and muttering to himself, he 
would conclude that that man saw the whole of 
fifty thousand things without straining his eyes, 





FREE LUNCH. 





‘THE TWILIGHT shadows were lingering ten- 
derly on the meadow, where the golden-rod 
was tilting idly to-and-fro, and the robin was 
singing his vesper-song in the branches of the 
old apple-tree. The brook purled softly on its 
laughing course through the wood, and there 
was just breeze enough to make the leaves rustle. 

“TIsn’t this quiet and dreamy ?”’ she asked, 

“Yes, very,”’ he replied, as he lighted a cigar- 
ette. 

“ Don’t you think it would make a nice little 
picture ?” she inquired, as she reached up and 
toyed with the honeysuckles on the porch. 

“ A lovely one,”’ he replied. 

“Which do you think it would make, a noc- 
turne in purple or a golden fantasy ?” 

“T think,” he replied: ‘that it would make 
a splendid chromo to give away, with every 
pound of coffee, because the flavor of the cof- 
fee and the dream of the picture are both Ori- 
iental, and—”’ 

By this time Zuleika had dropped into the 
hammock with a d. s. thud. 





A New Way To Pay OLp Desrs—Giving 
the Creditor One Hundred Cents on the Dollar. 





LonDOoN AssSURANCE—Sir Lepel Griffin’s. 











FREDDY’S SLATE 


Awnp His Litrie Le&trer To THE EDITor. 














: newyoarkorgusttwenteysix 
dear puck 


i wornt you two under Stand i am rite Up 
too the tiems i am an intencely ammerican boy 
An i am allso on the maik like mr blane 

ouer fokes ar att Sarratogar it is a buly plaise 
but The springes tangel a feller up Innside you 
hav gotter leve the springes a loan or go short 
On candey thay dont micks four A sent 

but iam Not given you a car Toon a bowt 
the springes i am given you a car Toon a bowt 
mr vander billt an mord s 

if you hav bin redin The paipers sharp you 
hav red that mr vander billt has soled mord s 
to mr bonner hoo runs The lejjer the lejjer is 
A goud paiper butt i like my paiper beter my 
paiper is the boys blvddey frend its motter is 
gor four awl 





i cend you a car ‘Toon shown mr vander 
billt drivin mord s he is most two fatt two drive 
but she yanks hymn rite a long so quik that A 
feller duzent gett a sho to hang On be hined 

this car Toon shose mr vander billt pikin 
doun the rode in too thurtey thre an thinkin it 
is too ten he thinks he drives As wel as bair he 
menes wel but he doant no he coudent gett too 
ten out off a steme enjen 

doant you tel him i ced sow tho i wanter 
gett on The bline cide of him i wanter cel him 
this car Toon to hang in his howse i wish you 
woud trye too werk It i wil divvey with you 
fare 

youers on spek 
freddy 
pscen bac my slaight if you cant werk itt 
on the oled man 


















































Sal SP rant 


ve oust ® en 


eo eek Ts 


























PUCK. 


. All 





THE BUTLER BOOM. | 

















THE SIPHON’S STORY 


i. 

I was born in a lime-kiln, 

This circumstance had not had apparently 
as much effect as some others on General Sir 
Evelyn Varicose Vain, G. N. U., F. O. P., when 
he rose to respond to a toast to the “ Army in 
India.” He glanced at me uneasily, and had 
no sooner brought up standing than he gave a 
shrill yell of ‘Snakes!’ and sat down suddenly, 
covered with confusion and champagne. Sev- 
eral old bottle-noses looked under the table. 
Then he begged to explain. Looking at his 
heavily jeweled repeater, which, by-the-way, he 
said had never been arrested, he remarked: 

“It is now just 3 A.M., and 56 years, 11 
months, 29 days and g hours since my revered 
father rode home on a high horse irom dinner 
at a bungalow in the Hill Country in India. 
He was well saturated with arrack and perspir- 
ation, I slept calmly near the window in a 
crib—cradles are the ruin of any child—while 
my revered parent drank up one siphon of 
seltzer and stuck another by his bedside in 
easy reach. ‘Then he sank into warm oblivion, 
with a dull, soft thud. But Fate had marked 
him for her own. 

“Fifty-seven years and five minutes ago he 
awoke with a thirst in the imperative mood, 
sprang out of bed, stepped on the lever of the 
cold, cold siphon, felt the cold surface, the 
sudden hiss, the damp effusion, and with a wild 
yell of ‘Snakes!’ such as you have just heard 
me utter, jumped headforemost into my crib, 
butting me violently in the side. I inherited 
the yell, which I could never succeed in effacing 
from my tender mind, and with annual regular- 
ity the shock of the blow returns to me at this 
unseemly hour. I can never prophe-sy phon- 
etic potency.” 

Then the brandy and I embraced in a hal- 
cyon and vociferous fashion. While this old 
driveler was talking I thought of two scenes in 
my own career, 








II. 

The best joke I ever knew—and I have heard 
a great many—took place when I had been cached 
for about two years on the shores of Lady Frank- 
lin’s Bay. At first the sun shone a little, and 
some birds chattered. ‘Then the steel-blue sky 
grew paler and dimmer, the snow-flakes got too 
stiff to fall, the ice grew bigger and broader 
and split its sides with shrill laughter at the 
loneliness, Then it was dark and still. After 
eighteen months came a feeble groping, a hesi- 





tating touch, and misshapen fur-clad creatures 
pulled at the ice and dug out the moss around 
me. ‘The wind froze the groan of one, and it 
was: “I have not been warm for two years!”’ 
Another’s sigh chilled and fell near me; it was: 
“Oh, for something to eat—quick, the pro- 
visions!”” When they found there was nothing 
there but me, cool and sparkling, they burst 
into horrible laughter. 
That was a good joke! 





Il. 

It was on the road from Suakin to Berber. 
Hills sloped far to the sea behind, hills sloped 
far to the river in front; but all around was a 
glazed plain on which the heat crackled and 
the grasshoppers shriveled into dust. At noon 
they reached the well, but it had been stopped 
up. ‘There was another well fifty miles away, 
in the edge of the hills. The young officers in 
the Hearse Guards were nearly dead with thirst. 
They affirmed—nay, even swore—they would 
have given my weight in gold for me. A hot 
blue mist came over the plain; eyes filled with 
dust and tongues clove to teeth. Then I gave 
them a benefit: a gigantic siphon danced along 





the tops of all the hills and shot up, bubbling, 
into the air, and gurgled in every hollow. Frosty | 
foam sparkled from my crest, and I solaced all 
the desert journey with my mirage. | 
That was another good joke. 





IV. 

By this time Sir Evelyn Vain was ’way up 
in G. He said: 

“Ole felsh, why’s father of a Circassian 
beauty like that siphon?” 

All gave it up. 

“‘ Because he seltzer.” 

There was not much of meJeft then, anyway ; 
so I burst with indignation and shot off into the 
General’s good eye. 

Joun Paut Bocock. 








THEY WANT rain out West. But even if they 
don’t get it, there is still much comfort ahead. 
That tidal-wave in November, which will make 
Cleveland President, will give the country all 
the refreshing it needs for some time to come, 
and it will be more than big enough to float 
Messrs. Blaine and Logan half-way up Salt 
River to their final resting-place. With Puck 
ON WHEELS, for the Summer of 1884, and the 
tidal-wave, the country is safe, in spite of tem- 
porary droughts, 





A METEOROLOGICAL BONIFACE. 


“TI see you have been making many improve- 
ments around the place,” remarked a newly ar- 
rived guest to the proprietor of a mountain hotel. 

“Yes,”’ replied the proprietor, taking a seat 
on the railing of the piazza and throwing one 
arm around a pillar: “I have made many im- 
provements, because that is the only way to 
please my patrons. I have had rare flowers set 
out all around, and I have the lawn mowed 
every other day. Several tennis-courts have 
been made, out behind the house where it is 
shady, and I have donkeys saddled all the time 
for the benefit of children.” 

“Does that help you any?” 

“My dear sir, you would be surprised to 
know how much I am helped by these things. 
I am heiped more by them than anything else. 
Outside ornamentation is what takes people by 
storm. if you have a handsome place, they, of 
course, consider it a swell place and make no 
complaints. Nice surroundings are the all- 
important things. ‘Take a first-class place that 
looks on a bone-boiler or a kerosene factory, 
and the people will turn their noses up and 
leave, even if you have a first-class table, a 
brass-band, a two-hundred-dollar-a-week cor- 
netist, a billiard-room superintended by an ex- 
pert who gives nightly exhibitions, a bar-tender 
who doesn’t give you two glasses of ice in one 
glass of lemonade, a man who keeps every room 
supplied with ice-water, and a different elocu- 
tionist every night to amuse the immense crowd 
congregated in the parlors.” 

“] suppose it must bother you considerably 
to think of new things?” 

“*It does, indeed,” replied the hotel man: “it 
does, indeed; but I get a great deal of advice 
free. The other day a man suggested to me to 
give prizes for a sparring tournament, that being 
the most popular amusement at present. He said 
it would draw a crowd and be a splendid ad- 
vertisement.” 

“Are you going to do it?” 

“No,” replied the hotel-keeper, emphatically: 
“T don’t believe in advertising a summer-hotel 
like a patent medicine. Why, one man wanted 
me to get up a baby-show. I would just as soon 
think of having a mother-in-law-show. But I 
have a scheme which I am going to attempt to 
carry out very soon. If I succeed, it will be in 
all the newspapers, and I shall make a fortune 
before the season is over.” 

“What is your scheme ?”’ asked the guest, as 
he tipped his chair back and fanned himself 
with his hat. 

The hotel man looked around to see if they 
were observed, and, finding that they were not, 
drew a chart from his inside pocket and said, 
while he beat time with it on his other hand: 

“Most people will go a long way to see a 
curiosity or phenomenon. You will recollect 
that the hotels at the seashore were filled season 
after season by people who wanted to see the 
great sea-serpent.” 

“I do, quite well,” replied the guest. 

“ Well, that was not a live serpent at all. He 
was made in Meriden, Conn., and wound up 
and turned loose on the water at night. He was 
covered with phosphorous, and was pulled 
ashore by a rope after the phosphorous with 
which he was covered had disappeared. And 
after he was drawn ashore, he was wound up 
on a wheel and put in the cellar until the fol- 
lowing night, when he was again uncoiled and 
set adrift.” 

“Is that true ?”? inquired the guest. 

“Every word of it—every word of it, my 
dear sir. And my plan is to have a serpent 
that will run across the mountains at midnight. 
I shall have him rigged so that he will come 
out of that valley yonder, and run swiftly across 
that high peak you see there. The serpent ar- 
rived to-day in a cask, and came asclaret, The 
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PUCK. 





cask is in the cellar now. This is the plan of 
the snake in action.” 

The hotel man put on his spectacles, and 
unrolled the chart which he had beaten time 
with up to this point, and opened it out on his 
lap that his friend might see. It represented a 
huge serpent with a great flat head, and in one 
corner was the following certificate: 


ONONDAGA. 

No, 1220. 
ere 150 ft. 
Macs cccccroes 2 tons. 

EXCELSIOR SEA-SERPENT WORKS. 
Meriden Shop. 


“ What does Onondaga mean ?”” 

“ That,” said the hotel man: “is ‘the name 
of the great mountain serpent that is hereafter 
to correspond with and rival the sea-serpent. 
1,220 is the number of the serpent, as every 
one is numbered after the manner of watches.” 

‘What are those things on the head ?” in- 
quired the amazed guest: “are they rattles?” 

“No, they are lanterns.” 

“What are they for?” 

“To indicate the weather on the morrow.” 

“1 don’t understand,” said the guest, push- 
ing his hat back on his head. 

‘“<T will explain the great weather indicator. 
Before he is turned out at night, I learn from 
the papers the weather of the morrow and rig 
the serpent accordingly. If it is going to be 
dry and hot I put on red lanterns. If it is go- 
ing to be stormy I put on purple lanterns, If 
it is going to be chilly I put on gray lanterns. 
After the indications prove correct a few times, 
people will come out at night for the express 
purpose of learning the color of the lanterns. 
My men are practising in the cellar now, under 
the directions of the instructor who is sent by 
the manufacturers with every serpent.” 

“ When are you going to fetch him out first ?”” 

“T trust the men will be able to work him in a 
week. I think that next Saturday night, when 
the full-dress hop is in full blast, I shall have 
the alarm given, and the great crowd will surge 





out and look at old Onondaga flying across the 
mountains shaking his lanterns or weather in- 
dicators. They will be bewildered, and the 
newspaper correspondents will make it the sub- 
ject of special letters, and in two weeks I shall 
have such a crowd here that I’ll have the roof 
covered with cots.” 

“A great scheme!” 

“You won’t mention it to any one ?” 

“Never; you may trust me.” 

“ All right,” said the hotel man: “ just step 
down in the cellar, and see old Onondaga lash 
the darkness with his meteorological lanterns.” 

And they stepped down, the guest wearing a 
happy smile, and the hotel man a purely busi- 
ness expression, R. K, M. 








MAN never attains his ideal. He comes near- 
est to it the day he leaves school; all that year 


‘he hovers around it in pleasant proximity. 


Sometimes I think he quite attains it on com- 
mencement-day. But a year away from school, 
he and his ideal part company. He sees it 
drifting further away from his eager hands, I 


have, in my own brilliant and aggressive career, | 


pursued several fleeting and more or less per- 
fect ideals. From where I now stand, at the 
distance pole, 1 can see the majority of them 
scooting under the wire, and I feel that I am 


shut out. One, I can see, is yet in nearer sight, | 


and I am very loath to see it get entirely away 
from me. 

I have my ideal of physical perfection in the 
aged. ‘This is the manner of old man I want 
to be. I am not a tall man now. I do not 
really have to stand un to look over the back 
of a car-seat. I stand up merely because I can 
see further. But as I grow old I want to fat up. 
I want to develop a capacious bay-window, so 
that when my Summer vest is hanging on the 
line it will look like a schooner coming down 
“wing and wing.” Then I can wear my watch 
in my fob, with a great big seal dangling from 
it like a bell-clapper. I want to be short in the 
breath and wheeze when I climb up-stairs, and 
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IF YOU WISH TO MAKE A BIG IMPRESSION, SAIL IN AS ABOVE FROM THE STATION. 





puff and pant when I walk up-hill, and have to 
| take two steps to cross the gutter. And I would 
wear a claw-hammer coat, with wide lapels, all 
the time, and carry my handkerchief in my hat. 
I would like my hair to turn snow-white or else 
fall off, I am not very particular which. I 
would like my moustache to bleach out until it 
looked like a streak of flour across my lip. I 
believe this is all. I think that is a photograph 
of the kind of an old man I would like to be. 
This is my ideal old man. Cane and wheezy 
laugh, of course. 

And I am just as confident as I am that I will 
die rich that, as I grow old, I will shrivel up 
and dry out until I look like a shoe-string with 
clothes on, 

Twas ever thus from childhood’s hours I’ve 
seen my fondest hopes decay; I never tried to 
save an hour but what I wasted half a day. I 
never took a girl to church, the longest way 
back home to plan, but that she left me in the 
lurch, and walked back with another man. I 
never had a fond gazelle to glad me with its 
dark blue eye; I had a goat, which knocked 
me out, my life is marred with buts, said 1. The 
two eye-ls which constitute the rhyme in this 
closing-stanza, you will observe, are like Gen- 
| eral Butler’s—they are not mates. They are 
just similar enough to spoil the rhyme, and di- 
verse enough to mar their harmony.—Rodbert /. 
Burdelte, in Brooklyn Eagle, 











SPARE OUR BLUSHES. 





Entertaining reading and entertaining pictures can be 
found in PuCK ON WHEELS (Keppler & Schwarzmann), 
It is one of the neatest things out.—_Vew York Sun. 

Puck ON WHEELS, for the Summer of 1884, has made 
its appearance, and the little fellow who so gracefully 
makes his bow is as full of wit, fun and sparkle as ever, 
while the artists, in their pictures on every page, add 
double zest to the entertainments. The fifth number of 
this vacation annual will prove an amusing companion, 
— Boston Home Fournal, 

Puck ON WHEELS, for the Summer of 1884, is No. 5 
of the brightest of bright publications, In its one hundred 
pages there is not a dull line. It is brim-full of com- 
icalities, pictures and reading, while politics are com- 
pletely ignored. For the car, the steamer, for home or 
for the Summer-resorts, get a copy of PUCK ON WHEELS, 
price twenty-five cents, Philadelphia Kronikle Herald. 


If anything which is inimitable can be improved upon, 
then it would be safe to say that PUCK ON WHEELS for 
1884 surpasses its predecessors. That would be a very 
long stretch for popular credulity, though, so we shall re- 
| duce it to the statement that the new number is the fun- 
| niest thing of the season. Opper and Dusenbury and 
Blogun and Keppler and all the other standard favorites 
are represented in its pages.— Syracuse Herald. 


Puck ON WHEELS, for the Summer of 1884, has just 
been issued by Keppler & Schwarzmann, publishers of 
the comic journal Puck. The dedication is character- 
istic, and gives the reader an idea of the contents: 
*¢ This book, one of the most brilliant and wholly beau- 
' tiful that has ever been offered to an admiring public, 
| Puck dedicates to himself, not only as a humble yet sin- 
' cere tribute of respect and admiration, but for solid bus- 
iness purposes.” — Chicago Evening Fournal. 








No fisherman wants his attention distracted or his 
patience tried, by acrid, nauseating, narcotized tobacco. 
He wants something fragrant, mild, grateful, pure, in- 
spiring. The tobacco for the fishing party is Blackwell’s 
Durham Long Cut. It can’t tantalize, but will ensure 
comfort, patience, and a happy disposition. 





j Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily ofthe Vailey. 





| CASTORIA 

When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 

| When she was a Child, she cried for CASTORIA, 
When she became Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 








SPECIAL NOTICE. 
| Numbers 6, 8, 9, 10, 16, 25, 33, 38, 45, 46, 50, 53» 54: 
56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 108, 109, 122 and 141 

of English Puck will be bought at this office at 10 cents, 


| and number 26 at 25 cents per copy, 
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FRAUDS i GDGER 


IMITATE! 


ROWNisnotamore 
uncommon name than 
SMITH, 


JONES, or 
ROBINSON, 


we are all aware, but some- 
times PEOPLE WHO CAN- 
NOT ORIGINATE DO IMI- 
TATE! therefore, when the 


“GENUINE BROWNS GINGER ” 


is desired, be certain notonly 
to ask for 


FRED.BROWNS 


(Philadelphia) 


GINGER 


but look well at the Bottle, 


see that it is NOT ONLY 
Wrapped in Blue Paper, but 
also see that there are 


THREE 
Trade Mark Labels 


ON THE BOTTLE: 

The Large Stee! Engraved La- 
bel, Black and White, the centre 
occupied by the Head of 

WASHINCTON. 

The additional Trade Marks— 
one in Red, White and Black, with 
Signature—the other with Dose 
and Directions for Use in Blue, 
Black and White. 











Everywhere we hear the dis- 
tressing cry. “Oh, my corns!” 
Ifmen would take the pains 
to clothe their feet as skillfully 
as they do the body, corns 
would be unknown. Care tak- 
en ONLY ONCE to select a 
perfect fitting pair of “the 
Hanan” shoes, (always possi- 
ble from one of cur 15,000 
pairs of lasts), will forever 
eradicate corns, and never cre- 
ate them, as exact duplicates 
are obtainable everywhere. 
Ask your shoe dealer for them. 

HANAN & SON. 


PUCK. | 


GalILy the candidate 
Seeketh the bar, 
Where thirsty citizens 
Throng from afar, 
Singing: “In search of thee 
Hither we come, 
Candidate, candidate, 
Set up the rum.” 





Hark, ’tis the candidate 
Calls them by name, 
Up to the parapet 
Swiftly they came. 
And still his song is heard, 
All through the din: 
“ Thizzz timez itz zon me, 
Se’mm muppagin!”’ 
—Brooklyn Eagl.. 

THERE can be no doubt but that wealth 
makes men hard-hearted and callous to the 
feelings of others. An Austin capitalist has 
some very costly shrubbery in his front yard. 
One imported cactus alone cost him $4.50. 

Yesterday, while in his office, his colored 
servant rushed in to say that the man who was 
painting the roof had fallen off. 

‘And crushed that imported cactus all to 
flinders ?”? said the merchant in a bitter tone, 
covering his eyes and averting his head. 

“No, sah, he fell on de stone step and broke 
his neck.” 

“ And didn’t injure the cactus at all?’ que- 
ried the merchant, smiling through his tears, 

“Not a bit, boss.” 

“Well, then, Sam, why do you create such a 
needless panic? From the way you talked I 
thought that some accident might have oc- 
curred.” —TZearas Sifungs. 

THE small boy sometimes catches on by in- 
stinct. In Pearl Street, the other day, as two 
of them stood looking into a window, one of 
them observed: 

“ Oregon Improvement and Navigation Com- 
pany. Is that suthin’ new ?” 

“ Naw; that’s old.” 

“What improvement is it after ?”’ 

“T dunno.” 

“Where does she navigate to?” 

“‘Can’t tell.” 

*« Say, Bili,’? remarked the smaller one, after 
turning the name over in his mind a little 
longer: “I’ve got it! It’s an improvement in 
the way of navigating stock-holders out of their 
cash!’’— Wall Street News. 


A countTRY lyceum proposes to wrestle with 
the question: “Is the autocracy of a base-ball 
umpire consistent with the genius of the free 
institutions of a’ Republican nation ?”’— Boston 
Transcript. 





NEW PUBLICATIONS. 


“A WONDERFUL SET OF CHEAP MUSIC BOOKS.” 

” ITCHCOCK’S famous . 

25 CENT SONG COLLECTIONS, 

with music for piano, organ or melodeon. Twelve books now ready, each 
128 large pages. Sold over counter at 25 cents each; by mail 33 cents. 


B. W. HITCHCOCK, Sun Building, 166 Nassau St. 








ONLY FOR MOTH PATCHES, FREC- 
KLES AND TAN, 
Use Perry’s Motu Anp Freckte Lorton, 
It Is RELIABLE. 


FOR PIMPLES ON THE FACE, 


Blackheads and Fleshworms, 

Ask your Druggist for PERRY’S COME- 
DONE and Pimple Remedy, the infallible 
skin medicine. Send for circular. 

BRENT GOOD & Co., 
57 Murray Street, New York. 


Pachimann & Moelich, 


363 Canal St., N. Y., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
YHeg\ og Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 


Established 1838. Price-list Free. 
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sour PIANOS ci 
Square Upright 


Received First Prize aoe ogee} Exhibition, Philadel- 
phia, 1876. 
Received First Prize at Exhibition, Montreal, Canada, 
1881 and 1882, 

The great success and popularity of the SOHMER Piano 

among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & Co,, 
Nos. §49 to 155 East (4th Street, New York. 








THE BEST 


Washing Compound 


EVER INVENTED. 
Sold by Grocers Everywhere. 





ANCLO-SWISS£: 
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CAMPAIGN GOODS 
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


Complete sample suit sent 

on receipt of $1 00. Sample 

Badge, 10c. Special price to 

clubs. Illustrated price list, 

free. 

A. G. SPALDING & BROS., 

MANUFACTURERS, 
108 MADISON STREET, CHICACO, 

















BLAINE OR CLEVELAND. 


Campaign outfits, Torches, Lanterns, Belts, 
Caps, Capes, Badges etc, Ourstock and as- 
sortment is the largest and most complete of 
any in the trade. Weare sole manufacturers 
of the celebrated Telescopic Torch, which 
we supply toclubs at liberal prices. We defy 
competition in prices. Our large illustrated 
colored price-list sent on application to 


PECK & SNYDER, 
126 Nassau Street, New York. 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address 


C. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St , Chicago. 








Repairing a Specialty. 





Elegant S+tin Cards, name on, roc., Present with 3 packs, 


5 3ec. AETNA PRINTING CO., Northford, Ct. 
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ITISRELIABLE 


in curing 











Kidney & Liver 
Troubles, 
Biadder, Urinary 
and Liver Diseases, 
Dropsy, Gravel and 


HIGHLY RECOMMENDED. 
%t cures Biliousness, Headache, Jaundice, Sour 
\ Stomach, Dyspepsia, Constipation and Piles. 
IT WORKS PROMPTLY 
and cures Intemperance, Nervous Diseases, 
General Debility, Excesses and 
Female Weakness. 
USE IT AT ONCE. 

It restores the KIDNEYS, LIVER and BOW- 
ELS, to a healthy action and CURES when all 
other medicines fail. Hundreds have been saved 
who have been given up to die by friends and 


physicians. 
Price $1.25. Send for Illustrated Pamphlet to 
HUNT’S REMEDY CO., Providence, R. I. 
& SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 





“I Believe DR. TOWNSEND'S Remedy for 


® HAY-FEVER “, 


ASTHMA and CATARRH 


‘will be sure in ninety cases ina hundred, and recommend 
all sufferers to make a thorough trial of it.” Signed, 


H.W. BEECHER. 


Sold by all druggists. For Pamphlets send to 
Da. M. M. TowNsEND, Cumberland, Md. 





FINE CUSTOM TAILORING. 


LIGHT DURABLE FABRICS FOR 


SUMMER WEAR, 
NEWEST SHADES AND MATERIALS. 


MODERATE PRICES. 
Samples and Self-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 
BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 





- Fragrant Vanity Fair 
eyiCloth of Gold 


CIGARETTES. 
Our Cigarettes cannot be surpassed. If you do not use them, 
& trial will convince you that they have no equal. Two hundred 
millions sold in 1883, 


13 First Prize Medals Awarded. 
WM, Ss. KIMBALL & CO. 








City Cousins—“ We are having such a nice 
time here this Summer. We shall have to come 
every Summer. The farm is such a lovely place 
for the children,” 

Farmer John—“ Ahem!” 

City Cousins—“ How nice it is to have rela- 
tions! Don’t you think relations are blessings, 
Cousin John ?” 

Farmer John—* Um! Ah! Yes, of course. 
That’s what the poet says, you know.” 

City Cousins—“ The poet ?” 

Farmer John—“ Yes. He says: ‘Blessings 
brighten as'they take their flight.””—PAiladelphia 
Call, 

No, Miranda, no; there will be no change in 
Fall styles this year. ‘The woman who steps 
on the banana-peel will be down in a heap and 
up again with a faint little shriek before any- 
body knows anything about it, while the man 
will fall the length of the whole block, as usual, 
waving both hands in the air, kicking with both 
feet, plunging, throwing hat and umbrella into 
space, howling at every jump, until, breathless 
and exhausted, he caroms on an ash-barrel at 
the end of the run and rings down the curtain 
by rolling down-stairs into a barber-shop. — 
Brooklyn Eagle, 

AN obituary that appeared in an Austin pa- 
per winds up: ‘He was a good man; he was 
born in Arkansaw, and has no doubt gone to a 
better land.”” ‘The deceased can’t help going 
to a better land than Arkansaw, even if he had 
not led an upright life—Pick’s Sun. 

AN eminent astronomer says ‘it would take 
ten years to photograph the heavens.’? Judg- 
ing by the time it takes for a man to get his 
photograph finished upon earth, we should think 
it would.— Burlington Free Press. 


LavisH lunches do not gull the public. A 
stock-company enterprise that is opened with 
a corkscrew is generally closed with an auc- 
tioneer’s hammer.—Mw Orleans Picayune. 


For Puck’s Campaign Rates see first column 
of Page 388, 


Ten —_ of Angostura Bitters impart a delicious flavor 
to all cold drinxs and prevent all Summer Diseases. Try it and 
you will never be without it, but be sure to get the world re- 
nowned Angostura, manufactured only 

‘ ~ Re de 








ly b 
G.B. SIRGERT & SONS. 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 








Beauty and Fragrance 


Are Communicated to the Mouth by 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 
breath sweet. By those who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 
dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 
from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 


SOLD BY DRUGGISTS. 











**See What Cuticera Does for Me!”’ 


NFANTILE and Birth Humors, Milk Crust, Scalled Head, 
Eczemas, and every form of Itching, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofu- 
ious and Inherited Diseases of the Blood, Skin and Scalp, with 
Loss of Hair, cured by the CutTicurA Remepiges. Adédsolutely 
pure and safe. Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, 50 cts.; Cuticura 
Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and only Medicinal Baby Soap, 
25 cts., and Cuticura Resolvent, the new Blood Purifier, $1, are 
sold by druggists. Potter Drug and Chemical Co., Boston. 


Bax” Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases.”’ ” 
CAUTSCHI’S 


MUSIC BOXES 


ARE THE BEST. 


HENRY GAUTSCHI & SONS, Manufacturers 
1030 Chestnut Street, PHILADELPHIA. 
Send stamp for Price List, 








COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


FOR ROAD US 


SE MP 
FOR ILL TA LOGUE 


THE POPE MFG CO. 


| 597 WASHN ST., BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 Werren St., NEW YORK. 














Over 22,000 Now in Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST., N. Y. 





Qrainey prepared for Shaving, it 
yas become a Necessity 
and Luxuryin Families = 

for Toilet and 
Nursery ZA 


Ze 


Lae ZS ps " send 2c. Stamp 
Zane for Trial Sample. — 
a SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 


2 OF THE. © 





OWN'BRA 
ARE SUPERIOR TO ALL OTHERS 


.Geo.B.CLuett,Bro.&Co. 








A. WEIDMANN & C@O., 


SOS BROADWAY, 


Cor. Duane Street, NEW YORK. 
Importers and Manufacturers of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, etc, 


RUPTUR 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict b J 5a. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 Broadway, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 
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Postal Card Proof. 
Sauispury, TEnn., April 4, 1883. 
Gents.—I was afflicted with serious Kidney 
and Urinary trouble for twe!ve years. After 
trying all the doctors and patent medicines I 
could hear of, I used two bottles of Hep Bitters 
and am perfectly cured. B. F. BOOTH. 





Wasarinaton, D. C., April 3, 1883. 
Lo the Hop Bitters Co.: 

Srirs.—I write this as a token of the great 
appreciation I have for your Bitters. I was af- 
flicted with Inflammatory Rheumatism seven 
years, and no medicine seemed to do me any 
good until I tried three bottles of your Hop 
Bitters, and to my surprise I am as well to-day 
as ever I was. I hope you may have great suc- 
cess in this greatand valuable medicine. Any- 
one wishing to know more about my cure, can 
learn by addressing me. 


E. M. WILLIAMS, 1103 16th St. 


PERLE D’OR 


CE 4. ASI ES 
Dry and Extra Dry. 
178 Duane St., N. WY. 


Grup 


(NON-ALCOHOLIC., 
UNFERMENTED SPARKLING CRAPE JUICE. 
A. WERNER & CO. 


EDEN MUSEE.—85, Wert, 224, Street. 


Open o- Ly toll. ) 8 Le 
1to1l. — Wonderful Tableaux and Groups in W: lorrors 
—Trip round the World in 600 Stereoscopic Cee ee in tle Winter 
png every afternoon and evening. Admission to all, 50 cents. Chil- 

ren, 25 cents. 
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The Candidate may votes procure, 
While wretched rumors ruthless ring; 

But who is President, ’tis sure 
ESTERBROOK’S steel pens are king. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 





anp AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
LL. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 






















Every Band -ge\ S. E.G. RAWSON, ae, 
Saratoga Springs, N . 








p AY S ON Gis the BEST. No preparation. 
Diploma. Estab- 
SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
Lecture on Nervous Tension and Circular mailed 
mediate rets 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 
: right away than any thing else in: this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 

Jsed with any for marking 

any fabric, Popular for decorative 

yN0 ELIBL E 

sé I N at mae lished 50 years. Svuld by all 

: Druggists, Stationers & News Agt’s. 

A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 
Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 
Sold by Druggists. ( 

Sent by mail safely. \ Guaranteed. 
sbieiecy:Sdeutscuree mneroal aera, 4 A 
trial ecnvinces the most skep' =~ gerice Ss D 
ebymail Sam $ 


solutely sure. At once address Truz & Co., Augusta Maine. 
work on linen. Received Centennial 
MEDA 
Sr 
AWSON’S(.35..)U. S. ARMY 
Adjusting Us 
The individnal wearing it will not be conscious Pm presence. 
AS’ Aft MA never. \ CURE. tm 
comfort- 
Aforsarip eDrocriats orb 





TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 


three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No 6 St. Mark’s Place, New York. 





Piles—Piles—Piles 
Cured Without knife, powder or salve. No charge until cured. 


Write for 
references, I'r. Corkins, 11 E. 29th St. — 





First Visiror ‘What are they building 
here on the island ?” 

Second do —“ Why, don’t you know ?” 

First do—“ Of course not; why should 1?” 

Second do—“ Well, they are building the 
Bartholdi pedestal.” 

First do —‘‘ By Jove, is that so? Why, I’m on 
the committee.””— Boston Post. 

THE oldest colored individual has just died 
again. This time at Lockport, N. Y. One 
hundred and fifteen years, well authenticated ; 
name, Louis Spencer. Never was in the family 
of George Washington. ‘The next one to go 
will undoubtedly be a colored woman a year or 
two older. It is sad, but can not be helped— 
these aged Africans. The woods are full of 
’em.—Peck’s Sun, 

A BANK-PRESIDENT in Leadville, Col., has 
been sent to jail, which shows that it is not well 
to go into banking in a district so remote from 
Montreal.— Boston Post. 


“ How in the world can you content your- 
self to live in this dead-and-alive place ?”’ asked 


the city visitor of her country cousin: “ I know 
I should die if I had to stay here.” 
“Well,” replied the rustic relative: “I sup- 


pose I should, too; but then the city folks 
ain’t here only a few weeks in the year, you 
know.””—Boston Transcript. 

THE King of Spain thinks of going in person 
to pacify Cuba. Pools will be sold on the 
length of time he will live after he gets there. 
—Boston Post. 

THERE is only one reason why American 
bankers should hold their conventions at Niag- 
ara Falls, and that is to accommodate ex-presi- 
dents and cashiers of banks who are residing 
on the Canada side.—Mew Orleans Picayune. 


Ir is said that a man carries the mark of his 
profession with him everywhere. This is espe- 
cially noticed in the case of a prize-fighter.— 
Boston Post. 


Mr. TILDEN speaks of going South next Win- 
ter on a cruise in his yacht Viking. Mr. Tilden 
may go where he likes now, and may be just as 
healthy as he pleases.—N. O. Picayune. 


“Is MAN inferior to woman ?”’ asks a corre- 
spondent. That depends altogether on whe- 
ther it is a married man or a bachelor.— Boston 
Post. 

A MAN never really knows what is thought of 
him until he runs for office or umpires a base- 
ball game.—Od City Bizzard. 

Ir is thought that Willy Wally Phelps will 
come forward as soon as the bandoline on his 
bangs is dry.—Boston Post. 


WHEN walking, Mr. Blaine’s head is bent, as 
if in a study.— Bureau Dispatch, ‘Thinking of 
Mulligan, probably.— Boston Post. 


A Cryinc Evit—The Baby Next Door.— 
Boston Post. 





Many medicines now on the market owe what virtue they pos- 
sess to the presence of powerful and poisorous drugs. HuNt’s 
{Kidney and Liver] Remepy is purely vegetable and will not in- 
jure the feeblest and most delicate person. 





NOW READY: 


PUCK ON WHEELS 


Price, Twenty-five Cents. 





NOTICE. 

Numbers 6, 8, 9, 10, 16, 25, 33, &8, 45, 46, 
50, 53, 54, 56, 60, 62, 77, 79, 84, 85, 87, 88, 
108, 109, 122 and 141 of English Puck will be bought 
at this office at 1Qc., and number 26 at 25c. per copy. 





BELLON'S ,. 


ae fk 
SILKS fac 


ANCIENNE MAISON BELLON 
Prices range from $1.25 to $3.00 per yard 
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uisite flavor, now used the 


« 
le ate fH) 

exeellent tizing tonic of e: 
BR yy Dyspepsia, Diarrh@a, Fever and Ague, . ee | all 
disorders of the Digestive Onmame A few drops impart delictou flavor 
to » glass of champagne, and to Ail summer drinks. Try ft, .nd 

beware of countarfltz» Ask 75" ey or SC SOENTs BONe for the 

article, manufactured by DR. J. G. 
3. W. , WOPPERHARE, SOLE aaunr, 
2 BROADWAY. N: ¥. 





To Lovers of English Pale Ale 


WE RECOMMEND 





“BURKE'S” 
Light Sparkling Pale Ale 


As the Finest English Ale Bottled. 
REFRESHING, INVIGORATING, AND CONSTI- 
TUTING AN APPETIZING TONIC, WHILE 


SLIGHTLY STIMULATING. EASY OF 


DIGESTION. 
FOR SALE EVERYWHERE, 
EDWARD & JOHN BURKE, 
DUBLIN, LIVERPOOL, NEW YORK, 


PRroprigTORS OF 


BURKE’S RED-HEAD BRAND OF STOUT. 





WwiTH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN VIENNA CITY BOND. 


These bonds are shares in a loan, the interest of which is paid 
out in premiums four times yearly. Every bond is entitled to 
FOUR DRAWINGS ANNUALLY, 
until each and every bond is redeem: d with a larger or smaller 
premium. very bond must draw one of the following premiums, 

as there are NO BLANKS. 
4 Bonds @ 200.000 fevins — — 800,000 florins. 


1 Bond @ 69,100 500 0 
1 Bond @ 30000 “ — 80.000 
2 Ponds @ 20,000 “ — 40000 
$ 2 Bonds @ 10,000 * — 2. 00 sd 
2 Bonds @ 6,000 * — 1000) = 
20 Bonds @ 100 %° — 20000 * 
12 Bonds @ 400 =“ — 4800 
12? Bonds @ 300 - - $600 
24 Bonds @ 250 = —- 6,000 
2560 Bonds @ 140 os — 35,400 
2360 Bonds @ 130 ‘** — 306 800 


Together 5,000 b-nds amounting to 1 649.6 florins. 
The next Redemption takes place on the 
FIRST OF OCTOBER. 

And every bond bought of us on or before the Ist of October is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date. Out-of-town orders, sent in ReGIsTERED LetTrers and 
inclosing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
Balance payable in monthly instalments. For orders, circulars, 
or any other informatioa, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


160 Fulton Street, cor. Broadway, New York City, 
(Established in 1874.] 
N. B.—In writing please state that you saw this in English Puck, 


#7-The above Government Bonds are not to be compared with any a 
whatsoever, as lately decided by the Court of Appeuls, aud do not co! 
with any of the Jaws of the United states. 
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